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On Mu fic ke, 


Ms {weet Charms, were once fo much 
( below’d, 

That things inanimate by it were Mov'd : 

When Orpheus Sung the Rowling Rivers ftaid, 

And Trees, and Afountains, bis [weet Voice Ubey'd 

Ev'n Hell it felf, was mov'd by thas alone, 

bhen brs Euridice he did bemoan ; 

zind now, tho’ no fuch Miracles are done, 

L? Epi.e, and Totts, the Hearts of all have won. 





Ignotuin per Irnotius, ov a furious Hodge 
Pod ze of Nonfence. 


A FPindarick. 


[, 
() R Yield,or Dy’’s the ward what cou’d be mean, 
That tempted the Corrcborated Scone? 
Tho’ Frying- puns do bite their Natls, 
Let Fritters pajs in Antient Heraldry, 
And Puading doaft sts Pedigrees 
When Tox !’s de fight with Bankrupt Quails, 
Green Cheef ta Embryo, and Lockram Shirts 
Do Pole for Knights o° the Shire, 
All “utron d down the Skirts, 
And quibble Votes for the intoxicated Year. 


! IT. 
The Semicircular Excur/ions ran, 
Forth to Afonopolize the three Legg’a Can 
When Fuftice Lick-fpit kemb'd bis Head, 
Triumphant Hieroglyphic thrum’d the Law, 
And {pouting Cataracts forefaw, 
That Magazines on bulks lay Dead. 
The fcouring Egg-fhells ali befmear’d with bleod, 
Inveloped in damw'd dry blows, 
Detach’d the fudorifick Mud, 
4nd brew'd a pair of fisff Muftachio’s. 


HIT. 
Jt gali'd the Wincbing Brufh to bear them fay, 
That vigid Southern Hogtroughs danc'd the 
Tho’ Porinzers themfelves do beat, (Hay; 
And Fly-blown Crow,on Vane of Weatber-Cock, 
Does threfhing Floors from binges knock ; 
And fqueamifh Bellows loath their Meat. 
Yet grinning Oaks ftill fhew their Butter Teeth ; 
And fiery Hogo’s from thes Stes, 
Do limping Legacy’s bequeath, 
And jeft upon their blind Forefatbers Eyes. 


——————— — 


beat 


The Refolution, to Clove, 


EY fhowd I thus fo bafbful be 

W hy fhou'd | mode/t prove, : 

Since Cloe’s Eyes bave Conquer’d me, 
Cloe fhou'd know my Love. 


Undaunted I fhould tell the Fair, 
ith what @ Flame | Burn, 

It may be {be my Pray’rs may hear, 
“ind 1 may meet return, 


Thus, Fair One, I'm refolv’d at laft, 
My doubtful fate to try, 

If you Lut jmale, | Pleafures taft, 
Bus sf you frown | Dre. 


From Cruelty no Nympb we find, 
Loves Sceptre long does bear, 

Its fhe who to ber Shave ts kind, 
Looks only doubly Farr. 


Thus much more beautyful youll be, 
Thus you'll with goodnefs /bine, 

find where cach Charms in one agree, 
T bey muft be all Divine. 


-— 





The Country Mad. The Words by Mr. 


Sam. Philips ; fet by Mr. L-—. 


I. 
AY pifh, nay pew, 
Ob fye ! what do you do ? 
ror God's fake, Sir, let me go: 
| vow I'll cry out 
If you offer to do’t : 
A Gentleman! and ufe me fo. 





I], 

God’s life! what 4 Man’s this ? 

Lord! what wou'd you bave, 
Hark ! fomebody’s coming, 
If Pm feen Vm undone ; 

As | bope to be fav'd 
Pl fet your Nofe running, 
Therefore let me be gone. 


HI. 


Sure fomebody fees ! 
Ob! you hurt my Knees ; 





































yow and prote/ 

Swiock you will tear ; 

Ob f---- Ob! you've done finely, 
You ve kill’ d me at laft. 









——— 


The Farewwel. 


Favemel to Fortune that affifts the Bold, 
But no Commerce with Honefty does hold , 


Gold, 
With Labour got, with Sorrow loft apain : 


Whilft | without Thee bere fecurely fleep. - 


Fis Subjects do not one another hate 
For Malice, nor for /ealoufy of State ; 
But harmlefly the Ewe and creficd Ram 


Ayr 


Lh never prefer thy Kit-Cat fale Applause 


Laws. 


Pofle/fing all, and yet does nothing own, 
O bappy State! to be remov'd fo far 


Fair. 


Arewel to Court and proud Augufta’s Charms; 
E Farewel to Bufine{s, and to Wars Alarms ; 
Farewel Ambition, that the World inflaves 
With thy obfequious Train of Fools anc Kunaves, 


Farewel vain Pomp, and thou more tempting 
Cur ft asin Mines thou art, dug up with Pain, 
For Thee the greedy Merchant plows the Deep, 


Not to be Lewis wow'd I change this Scene, 
, Nor for thy Purple give this Coat of Green ; 
For thy proud Louvre quit this fpreading Oak, 
Nor for thy Scepter leave my Shepberds Crook. 
Poor Thyrfis thus array'd, commands the Spring , 
More lov’d, obey’'d, and happier than a King. 


Walk fide by fide, and guard the tender Lamb : 
The jpreading Deer feeds by his dainty Wife, 
Without the Plagues of Fealoufy and Strife - 
The Herds, as lead by Orpheus, throng to bear 
The Aturmuring Leaves and foft complaining 


y 
The Bullfinch Song, and Philomel’s Defpair ; 
And thou fam'd Margaritta, tho’ thy Skill 
Does our crammd Theatres with Praifes fill’; 


To Langly’s pratling Rooks , and charming 
This From thy Shades bebolds the joyful Hind, 


Tuning bis Pipe harmonious as bis Mind ; 
Views all around more bieft than from a Throne, 


From Envy, Pride, and the contentious Bar, 
From faithle{s Friends, and the more faithle/s 



































Ob! barvy England, ble/t art thou alone 
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Upon Her Majefty. By T. S. 


A Wake my Mufe, and moft barmonioufly 
\ Advance thy Notes above the lofty Sky ; 
With Sacred Thoughts and Speeches moft divine, 
Extoi Her Name in Whom all Graces f{hine, 


Since vious ANNE advanced the Britith Threne. 


— 






A Throne fo gr 


Monarch jure did ever fee 
ac’t with fo great Majyefty: 


Within ber lwory, Breafts doth Wifdom dwell, 
Which doth the greatest Monarch far excel. 
If ever Angel like fate on the Throne, 

It’s only Her, and none but She alone. 

When Solomon i all bis Glory Retgn’d, 

His Wifdom was by Vices often ftain'd ; 

But fingly She’s with Vertues pure array’d, 
And by Her Hand ts Britain’s Scepter fway’d, 


ee 





To a Necefiitated Friend, with a 


Pretent. 





By G. E. 


SK not from whom ; 70 matter whence - 
Truetrienafhip glories not in publick Thanks. 
Tis a poor Charity, that fois given, 


7 T, 5 | si] ‘Ap py YS s7ts44 9 z » 
Suto pious Frauas wil ne er account for Heav'n. 
ry ¥ : 7 = es I a 2. eo ~~ ’ , a4 ‘ ak ; : 
i\ OFWIng G gen YOUS OOUL CaM Pr0re aeprejss 


Good Offices, by Oftentation are im 
Reft fatisfd in: this, {5,2 
The great Reftorative f loft K 
Jive one Catholicon, t! 


When lab ring tn the fnarpeft Tui 





On a Laay that left the’ 
Romanc > it] the C Ons! ij 


own, to read 


Y what offences cowd the World undo, 
The blefjing Heaven gave tn giving you ? 
Or how cowd it deferve Clamene fhow'd, 
For fake its Foys, for Shades, and Soistude ? 


And to retirement at your Age remove, 


What caufe bad you to feck a fslent \rove, 2 


Deaf to the Pray’rs of Company, and Love ? 
Plays, and Romances, now are all your care, 
No Commerce with the Living, you can bear, 
The Dead alone your Conver {ation fhare. 

On thefe whole Days, and Nights, you can employ 


“As you were born tu taft no other Joy, 
Think, Youth, ana Beauty, fuco as you can boas: 
Shou'd never thus inglorioufly be joj : 
Waft not your Charms on fuch vain Eoolevics 
but pitber, Fai One, turn your ra. 
See bere a Swain, that can ther Beauties pr 


| 


? 


3, 
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“Ml Z ye - 
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At leaft, wooever elfe your Aeart ovtains, 


ie, 


Some Heroes for theiy Courage you approve, 
Some for their Conftancy, and Fasth in Love. 
r , ) ios ss+ ? 
Otners for i it, for Beauty, or whate'er, 
Tbe Author’s fancy makes them there Appears 
Perbaps I want Perfcdions thefe poflelt | 
p ] f fed Ons thefe poffeft, ¢ 


But | can do, to make Clemene bleft, 
What ne ¥ WAS Lone by thefe, ana alk the reft. 


~ ae 





Advertifements. 


*4* The Firft Vol. containing Niumd, 
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